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was " clever" or merely'silly, the truth being that he could be
both, or at least that he could divagate into a sort of dreamy,
aimless irony which gave the impression of silliness. I am not
sure that there was not often a method in those quaint sallies,
for he was a past master in the practice which is called " pulling
the leg" of a victim,

Herbert Tree possessed in high cultivation the art of narrative.
He recounted ludicrous incidents with a gravity, and with a
picturesqueness, which were diverting to an extreme degree.
The very last time I had the pleasure of meeting him in private,
he had lately returned from an excursion to California, where he
sought out a hermit-colony of film-performers, who conducted
their mysteries in some forest, far from the eye of man. Herbert
Tree, who was of course expected, reached a clearing of this
woodland, when he perceived at a distance, drawn up in a half-
moon against a background of trees, a large company of actors
and actresses. He walked towards them, like Agag, delicately,
and feeling very shy, for they made no movement, but, as
he came nearer, a little boy of some eight years of age, bearing
the word WELCOME embroidered in large letters across his
abdomen, advanced out of the crowd, and broke the death-like
silence by ejaculating in a loud shrill voice, " Glad to make your
acquaintance, Sir Tree!" This episode was narrated by the
great actor, with imperturbable gravity, while we rocked in
helpless laughter.